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Marie regretted that she had given her friend the
trouble of preparing a dinner, for Cynthia ate only invalid
food. Marie tried to remember that her hostess was
only between fifty and sixty, for, when compared with
Sonia Stanin, Cynthia might have been a hundred.
Cynthia monopolized the conversation, as though,
unable to concentrate in silence, she had contracted
the habit of thinking aloud. Marie made no attempt to
talk, but from the welter of Cynthia's remarks, she
learnt that the War, with its stern realities, had deviated
funds, interest and sympathy from Cynthia's fancy
rescue work. In 1915, Cynthia had closed down her
home and taken up national service. Her sensibilities
and refinement had been badly bruised by contacts with
girls far more amoral, she considered, than any she had
helped in pre-War days. Her feelings had been still
further jarred, when she found that many of the girls and
women who snapped their fingers at conventionality
were of her own class.
Cynthia begged Marie to come and live with her, so
that together they might recapture the threads that had
slipped through their fingers. But again, and yet again,
Boris's words, " Waiting for death!" rang in Marie's
ears. No, however much she loved Cynthia, and how-
ever great her distress at Cynthia's decay, Marie resolved
never to attempt to turn the mill of life with the water
that had passed.
A few days before Christmas, Marie took up het
abode in Esmee's flat and, on Christmas Eve, scanned
the advertisements of Christmas revels. Yuktide Gala
Night at the luombardy Caff: Christmas 'Em Dinner at the
Hotel du Prince; Christmas Tree and Dinner Dance at the
Palace Restaurant. Marie debated with herself
whether she should reserve a table for one of these
festivities, attire herself in her most daring costume, and
seek forgetfiilness in adventure. Forgetfolness she must
have at any price; forgetfolness of the final rehearsals